see the rich crimson of the tower, but the remembered colour stole into
her mind. At the foot of the lighthouse the darker splash of small
Exchange Gardens made her remember their once formal beds of wall-
flowers.

There could be no flowers at that time of the year, but her heart
warmed to the slight memory, and briskly she turned to the right
towards Maly Prospect and her balconied home. She had not got there
before wet snow began falling all round her. The tip of her nose wet
and glowing, her chin thrust into an inadequate collar, Frossia won-
dered why even that tiresomely wet snow could not disturb the
serenity she had met on her long tramp home.